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At thelr home on the frootier hetween
he Browns and Grava Murta (Galland and
her mother, entertuining Colone! Wester-
11|‘|g Gf the Griays, s« Caplain Lansiron
of the Browns injured by w fall in his
Asroplane, Ten yeirs Jator  Werteriing,
nominpl viee but rell elilef of stafl, re<en
forces Bouth La Tir and meditates on war
Martn tella him of har tens hing children
the folllen of war and martie! patelotism
and begs him w prevent war while he s
chief of wiaff, On the matreh with the 633

of the Browns Privols Stransky nn-
arching, ta plaeesd under terest Calann!
dAanstron bega him off, Lanstton enlis on
Marta at hor home. Bhe tells Lansiron
thint shie believes Fellor, the gardenor, to |
be & spy. Lanatran confesses It s tro

and ahows her o telephone which Faller
has conceilod In n secrel passige ndat
the toawer for uss tn benefit | HBrowns

in war emergennies Lonnimt re teclnres
hin love for Marta. Westerling snd the
Gray premler plan to use a teivial Inter
nationn! affalr to foment warllke pa-
triotiam In army and peopls and strike be-
fore declaring war ‘ariow. Brown ohlef
of slaflf, and FLanatron, mada viee, disciisy
the trouble, and the Brown defensos. Par
tow reveals his plans to Lanstron. The
Cray army cromses the border line and mt
tacks. The Rrowns cheol them Artl
Sery, Infantry, meroplanes and dirigiblas
angage. Htransky, rieing 1o make the
anarchist speech of hia 11fe, draws the
CGray artillery fNre. Nicked by u shrapnal
splintar he goes to Bergerk and Nghits—“‘all
A man,” arta has her Arst glimpas of
war In lts modern, cold, sclentific, mur

ous hrutality. The Browns fall back
fo the Qalland housne Hiransky forages.
Marta mees o night atinck he Grays
mttnck in foree. Ieller leaves Win pecret
talephone and goes back to lile guos
¥iand to hand fighting. The Browns fall
baek agaln. Martn asks Lanstron over
the phonn to nypr-lll to Partow to stop
the fighting. Vandallsm In the Galland
hounse Wontoriing and his sthfr oerupy
the Galland houne and he bYegine to woo
Maria

CHAPTER XIV—Continued.

The subjective enjoyment of the
declaration kept him from any keen
motice of the effect of his words.
Lanny was right. It had been a war
of dellberate conquest; a war to
gratify personal ambition, All her life
Muarta would be able to live over again
the feelings of this moment. It was aa
it she were frozen, all except brain
and nerves, which ware an fire, while
‘the rigidity of 1ce kept her from
sapringing from her chalr in contempt
and horror. But a purpose came on the
wings of diabolical temptation which
wonld pit the art of woman agalnst
the power of a man who set milllona
againsl millions In slaughter to gratity
porsonal ambition. She was thankful
that she was looking down as she
#poke, for she could not bring herself
40 another compliment. Her throat
was too chilled for thal yet.

“The one way to end the feud be.
Lween the two uations was a war that
woild mean permanent peace,” he ex-
plalned, sealng how quiet she was and
renlizing, with a recollection of her
children’s oath, that he had gone a 1it-
tle too far. He wanted to retain her
admiration. It had become as preclous
20 him as & new delicacy to Lucullus.

“Yes, 1 understand,” she managed
& murmur; then she was able to look
up. “It's all so Immense!"” she added,

"Your {deas about war seem to be u
great  deal changed,” he hinted
oasunlly.

“An | erpressed them at the hotel,
you mean!"” she exclaimed. “That
Reems ages ago—ages!” The perplex-
ity aod indecislon that, In a spuace of
sllence, brooded in the depths of her
ayes came to the surface In wavering
lights, “Yes, nges! ages!" The waver-
ing lights grew dim with a kind of hor-
¥or and she looked away fixedly at &
glveu point,

He was conscious of a thrill; the
Ehrill that always presaged victory for
Bim. He realized her evident dis-
tresa; be guessed that terrible ple-
tures wers moving before her vision,

“You see, 1 have been very much
stirred up," she sald half apologetionl-
Iy. "There are some questions | want
to ask—qulte practical, selfish ques-
tlons. You might call them questions
of property and mercy. The longer
the war lasts the greater will be the
loss of life and the misery?"

“Yes, for both sldes; and the heayier
the expense and the taxes "

“If you win, then we shall be under
your flag and pay taxes to you?"

“You, naturally.”

“The Browus do not Increass in
population; the Grays do rupidly, They
wre 8 groat, powerful, civilized race.
They stand for clvilizatlon!"”

“You, facts and the world's opinlon
agren,” he replied. Puzzlod he might
well be by this peculiar catechism. He
oo ld only d¢ontinue to reply until he
»u0uld see whore she wus lending,

“And your victory will mean a new
frontier, & new order of luternational
relations and n long peace, you think?
FPoace—a long peacs!"”

Was there ever a soldier who did
ool fight for peace? Was there ever a
eall for more army-corps or guns that
was not made in the neme of peace?
He had his ready argument, spoken
with the foreible conviction of an ex-
port.

“This war was made for peaco—the
muly. kind of peace that there can be,"
Bbe sald. “My ambition, if any glory

to me out of this war, is to have
gonerations say: ‘He brought
peace!" "

Though the premler, could he have
Board this, might have smiled, even
grinned, be would have understood
Weaterling's unconsclousness of incon-
mlstenoy. The chief of sta had set
Blukell a Wsk In victory which bLad

-
harles Scribner’s Sone)

| no military connection. Without Know

lng why, he wanted to win asce ndancy |

over her mind
I'he
Martia, her eyes opening very wide, as

man of action!™ sxelnlmed

they would fo let In the Hght when |
| uhe heard soms thing new that pleased
her or gave food for thought “The

| man of action, who thinks of an Ideal
ag o thing not of words bul as the end

of action!
"Kxactly!

Elble of

sald
unother of e

Waesterline B
Kiltw She
tould get the essence of a thing In a
few worde, “"When we won and
g6t another frontier, the power of our
nation will be such In the world that
the Browng can never afford to altack

Uk, he went on. “Indeed, no two of
| the blg nutions of Kurope can afford
| to make war without our consent, Wea
| shall be the arbiters of international
dissensions. Wae ghnll command prace
{ yen, the peace of force, of fact! I
It conld bs won In any other way !
should not b here on this veranda In
command of an army of invasion
That was my idea—for that | planned.”
He was making up for having over-
shot himself in hix confession that he
hnd brought on the war ke a final
step for his ambition,

“You mean that you can gain peacs
by propaganda and education only
wden human pature hag o changed
that we can have law and order and
houses are safe from burglary and
pedestrians from pickpockets without
pollcemen? Is that 1t?" she asked

hinve

“"Yen, yes! You have It! You have
found the wheat In the chafl.”

"Perhaps beécause | have been see-
ing something of human nature—the

human nature of both the Browns and
the Grays at war, | have seen the
| Browns throwing hand-grenades and
| the Grays In wanton disorder In our
dining-room directly they were out of
touch with their officers!” she sald
sidly, 48 one who hates to accept dis-
illuslonment but must in
logie

Westerling made no reply except to
nod, for a movement on her part pre.
occupled him. Bhe leaned forward,
an shie had when she had told him he
would become chief of staff, her hands
clasped over her knee, her eyes burn
ing with a question. It was the atti-
tude of the prophecy., But with the
prophecy she had been a little mys-
tieal; the fire in her eyves had precipl-
tated an ldea. Now It forged another
question.

"And you think that you will win?"
she asked. “You think that vou will
win?" she repeated with the slow em-
phasis which demands a careful an-
swer.

The deliberateness of his reply was
in keeping with her mood. He was de-
tached; he was a referee.

“Yew, 1 know that we shall. Num-
bers make It so, though thers be no
cholee of skill between the two sides,”

His tone had the confidence of the
flow of a mighty river in its destina-
tion on its way to the gea. There was
nothing in it of prayer, of hope, of des-
peration, us there had been in Lan
atron's “We shall win!"” spoken to her
in the arbor at thelr last interview,
She drew forward slightly in her chalr
Her eyes seemed much larger and
nearer to him, They were sweeping
him up and down as {f she were seeing
the slim flgure of Lanstron In con-
trast to Westerling's eturdiness; as if
she were measuring the might of the
five milllona behind him and the three
millions behind Lanstron. She let go
a half-whispered “Yes!"” which seemed
to reflect the concluslon galned from
the power of hig presence.

“Then my mother's and my own In-
tereste are with you-—the (nterests of
peace are with you!"” she declared.

She did not appear to see the gud-
den, uncontrolled gleam of victory in
his eyes. By this time it had become
u habit for Westerling to wait silently
for her to come out of her abstrac
tlons. To disturb one might make it
unproductive,

“Then if I want to help the canse of
peace I should help the Grays!"

The exclamation was more to her
welf than to him. e was silent, This
Kirl In a veranda chalr desiring to nid
him and his five million bayonets and
four thousand guns' Quixote and the
windmills—but It wys amnzing; it was
fine! The golden glow of the sunset
was running In his velns in & PAeRD
of  personal  triumph.  The profile
turned ever wo lttle, Now it wos
looking at the point whera Dellarme
had lain dying, Westorling noted the
smile playing on the lips, It had the
quality of a smlle over & tusk com-
pleted—Dellarme’'s swille, She start
ed; she was trembling wll over In the
reslstance of some lmpulse-—some im
pulse that gradually galved headway
and at last broke Its bonds. '

“For 1 can help—I can help!" ghe
oried out, turning to him in wild in.
decision which seemed to plead tor
guidance. “It's so terrible—yet It it
would hasten peace —1-—1 know much
of the Browns' plan of defenss! |
know where they are etrong in the
firat line and —-and one place where
they are weak there—and a place
where they are weak in the wmuln
)\ Upne!"

the face of

The
The plans that
| nelther Bouchard's saturnine cunning,
' nor bribes, nor sples could ascortain!

It was Hkeo the bugle-csll to the hunter.

“You do!” Wasterline exploded
plans of the enemy!

“I know my duty. And you are lparn
ing, my bay, learning!"”
Every day the flabby cheeks grow

browsa heavier But thersa wias no

' But he controlled himsslf, “Yen yaa!” | dimming of Lhe eagle flashes of the
He was thoughtful and guarded oyen, no weakening of the will, Last
"Do you think It #& right to tell? | night Lansiron had turned as white
Marta gasped half Inarticolately ns chalk when Partow staggered on
“Right? Yes} to hasten the Inevit ising from the table, the veins on his
able—to save lives!” declared Westar. | temples knotted blue whip-cords. Yet

ling with dellberate assurance
I—1 want to goe an end of the kill-

after a few hours’ sleep he reappeared
with firm step, freeh for the fray.

! l y ars Y In around theaes Lwo
ing I= She sgrang to her feet as The pat a;.hurn_al n . ..‘ ,.W i
| If about to break away tumultuously, | We® the same as that around ester- | gunsion”
but paused, sawaving unsteadily, ang | '€ Only the atmosphere of the staff

wos different. Each man was perform
ing the part a0t for him. No man knew
much of any other man's part, Partow
knew nll, and Lanstron was try-
to grasp all and praying that Par-

paezsad her hand across hor eyes

‘We intend n general attuck on the
NreL line of defense tonight!" he ex-
his supreme thought leaping
Inta words K
{ ;\”:I ¥ e AR A9 ;‘Ir“;"m- mind with energy. Lanstron was thin

0o wnont He Niret 1 ¥ @

: . yi. e Sonigut | it ner and paler, & new

it I8 1o be of )

nicinn

| Clutmed

you would

and glittering In

gervice ? tensity In his eves

: \l-_u. to-nbghe " Whey vard of Feller's defeclion |

Marig brought her hands together | ..o Lungtron realized for the first
im a light olusp Fler gaze Multered | ma by Partow’s manner that the old
for a minute over the tentable. When |, Hef of staff, with all his deprecation
e looked ub her oves weie oaln | the telephone seheme as chimeriend,

It in & big thing, Isn't 112" she eald. | hud grounded a hope on it

A thing not to be done in an llflii'”‘q-: 'hers was the chance that we
[ try never to do big things in an tme| wieht Know-—go vital to the defense—
pulke. When I see that | am In dan- | «hat Ihey wera going to do before and
Eer of It 1 alwavs iy G0 by your | nat after tha attack,” he sald

|svlf and think for half an hour!’
must now In a little while |
You know

So 1

Yot the gtory of how Fellar vielded
will let

to the temptation of the auntomatic had
madea the nostrils of the old wardorse
quiver with a dramatic breath, and in
stead of the command of & battery of |
Lanstron had promised,
the chlef made it a battalion. He had
drawn down his browa when he heard

decislon

Without further formality she start-
el meross the lawn to the terrace
sieps. Westerling watched her sharp-
15, passing along the path of the sec-
ond terrace, pacing slowly, head bent,

guns, which

until she was out of sight. Then he that Marta had asked that the wire
| stood for a time getting a grip on his | ye |afy intact; he bad shot a shrewd,
imn.n emollons before he went lnto the questioning glance at Lanstron and
house then beat & tattoo on the table and |
= half grinned as he grumbled under his
CHAPTER XV, breath |
“She Is alfraild of being lonssome! No

In Feller's Place, harm done!"
What am 1? What have I done? A week had passed since the Grays

What am 1 about to do? shot as forked
ehadows over the hot lava-flow of Mar-
ta’'s Impulse. The vitalily that Wester-
ling had fell by suggestion from a still

had tuken the Galland house, and still |
no word from Marta, The ring of the |
bell brought Lanstron to his feet with
a startled, boylsh bound.

profile rejoiced in a quickening of pace “Very springy, that tendon of
directly she wam out of sight of the | A hilles!” muttered Partow *And, |
veranda All the thinking she had | mv boy, take care, Lake care!" he|

done that afternoon had been in pic-

called suddenly in his sonorous voice,
tures; somao nﬂ_\'im,:_ Home ©ry, some,

as vast and billowy as his body.

groan, or some smile went with every It was Marta's volce and yet not |

plcturae, Murti's, thie volee that beat In nery-
The sitting-room of the tower was | ous waves over the wire

empty 1o other evea but not to hers. Lanny-—Yes, |, Lanny! You were

The lantern was in the corner at hand. | right Westerling planned to make war

After her hastening steps had carried
hier along the tunnel to the telephone,
she set down the lantern and pressed
the spring that opened the panel door.
Another moment and she would be em-
barked on her great adventure {n the
finality of action, That little ear-plece
became a specter of consclence. She
drew back convulsively and her hands
flew to her face; she was a rocking
shadow in the thin, reddish light of
the lantern.

Conscions mind had

deliberately to satisfy his ambition.
He told me go. The first general at- |
tack on the first line of defense g to-
night., Westerling savs so!” She had
to puuse for breath. “And, Lanny, 1|
want to koow some position of the |
Browns which I8 weak-—not actually
wenk, maybe, but some posgition whera
the Grayvs expect terrible resistance
and will not find It—where vou will let
them in!"

“In the
what—"'

“lI am going to fight for the Hrowns

for my home!"

In the sheer satisfaction of explain. |
ing hersell to herself, of voiclug her |
sentiments, she sent the pletures whaich |
had wrought the change moving across |
the soreen before Lanstron's amazed

name of—Marta! Marla,

off the

torn

mask from subconsclous mind, reveal-

vislon. There was no room for inter-
ruption on his part, no question or
need of one., The wire seemed lo|

quiver with the militant tension of her
spirit. It was Marta aflame who was |
talking at the other end; not aflame
for him, but with a purpose that re-
vealed all the latent strength of her|
personality and daring

“1 shall have to ask Parlow,
pretty big thing "

“Yes—only that is not all my plan, |
my little plan. After they have taken
the first line of defense—and they |
will get it, won't they?"

“Yes, we shall yield in the end, yield
rather than suffer too great losses
there that will weaken the defense on
the main line.”

“Then 1 want to know where it Is
thut you want Westerling to attack on
the maln line, 8o that we can get him
to attack there, That- that will help,
won't 113"

“Yes'

"Of course, all the while 1 shall be
getting news from him—when 1 have |
proved my loyalty and have his com- |
plete confidence—and I'll telephone it
to you, I am sure I can get something
worth while with you to direct ma;
don’t you think so. Lanny?

IU's &

! 'l hold

“I Want to See an End of the Killing.” | the wire. Lanny. Ask Partow!" she
concluded, Of the two she was the

Ing the true nature of the change that | steadier.

war had wrought in her. She who had |  “Waell? sald Partow, looking up at

resented Fellor's part—what a part | the sound of Lanstron’s step, Then he

shie had been playing! Every word, | half raised himself from his chair at

evary shade of expression, every tell- sight of a Lanstron with eyves in g
ing pause of abstraction after Wester- | dage of brilllancy; a Lanstron with
ling confessed that he had made wa his maimed hand twitching in an out
for his own ends had been subtly | styetehed Eesture; a Lanstron in the
prompted by a purpose whose actuality | dilemma of beite &t time
terrified her | lover and chlef of intelligence. Should
Her hypocerisy, she realized, was as | he 1ot her make the sacrifice or every
black as the wall of darknese beyond | thing that he held 1o be
the lantern’'s gleam. Then this demor | woman's delicacy?
alizatlon passed, nas a nightmare
passes, with Westerling's boast again
in hor ears |'| part? Partow’s voice cut in on his
When war's principles, enacted by | demoralization with the sharpness of a
men, were based on sinister trickery | blade
called strategy and taciles, should not | “Well, what, man, what?" he de
women, using such weapons as they | manded. He feared that the girl might |
had, also fght for their homes? Mar-| be dead. Anything that could upset |
ta's hands swept down from her eyves; | Lanstron in this fashion siruck a |
she was on fire with resolution. chord of sympathy and apprehension. |
Forty miles away a bell in Lan- Lanetron advanced to the table, |
stron’s bedroom and at his desk rang | pressed his hands oo the edge, and, |
simultaneously. AL the time he and now master of himself, began an m:-1
Partow were soated facing each other | count of Marta's offer. Partow 's form- |
Across m map on_the table of the room | Joss arms lay inert on the table, his
where they worked together. No per- | soft, pudgy fingers oulspread on the
suasion of the young vice chief, no|map and his bulk settled deep in the
ediet of the doctors, could make the chair, while his eagle eves were gee [

the same

sacred Lo n.
Should he not re
turn to the Lelephone and tell hes that
he would not permit her to piny such

old chlef take exercize or shorten his ing through Lanstron, through a moun. |
hours tain range, into the eyes of 4 woman
"l know

| know mysell!™ he said | wnd & geveral on the verands of W

: |
| pastior and the pouches utider the ave

| aoldiers
| thousanuds

1 i B !
" w's old body should etill feed his) . formiess as he brought them dows

| tier under his eyve with little staccate
| leaps, “Eb?" he chuckled significantly,

| ling!"”

| the Engadir valley.

| for him.

| Tor you

: enemy's headquarters, The plan meant
giving, giving In the hope of receiving
much in retura. Would he got the re
turn?
|  “A woman was ths {deal ane for the
| tagk we intrusted to Feller,” he musad,
‘a gentlowoman, big enough, adroil
‘f’rllmn‘l. with her soul in the work as
paid woman's could be' There
| seemed no such one in Lthe world!"

"But to let
| atron

“It Is her suggeation, not youra? She
offers herself? Bhe wants no per
Partow asked sharply

no

her do It!” gasped Lan

“"Entlrely her suggeation,” said Lan
stron offers herself for her
for the causs for whieh our
will glve their lives by the
It is & time of sacrifice™
Partow ralsed his arms. They were

“She

courntrs

with sledge-hammer force to the table
Your teudon of Achilles? My boy

she is your swordaarm!" His sturdy

forefinger ran along the line of fron

N Mfl\h

“I'm Golng to Fight For the Browns—
For My Home!"

finger poised

“Let them up the Hordir road and
on lo redoubts 36 and 37, you mean?"
asked Lanstron,

“You have It! The position looks
important, but so well do com:
mand it that it i8 not really vital. Yes,
the HBordir road s her bait for Wester:
Partow waved his hand as {f
the affalr were settled.

“But,”" interjected Lanstron, “we
have algo to decide on the point of the

we

main defense which she s to make
Westerling think,is weak."
“Hm-m!" grumbled Partow. *“That

i8 not necessary to start with, We can
give that to her later over the tele
phone, can't we, eh?"

“She asked for it now.”

“Why?" demanded Partow with one
of his shrewd, piercing looks.

“She did not say, but I can guess,"
explained Lanstron. “She must put all
her cards on the table; she must tell
Waesterling all she knows at once. It
she telle him plecemeal It might lead
to the supposition that she still had
Bome means of communication with
the Browns."

“Of course, of course!” Partow spat
ted the flat of his hand resoundingly
on the map. "As I decided the frst
time | met ber, she has a head, and
when a woman has a head for that
sort of thing there 18 no beating her
Well—" he was looking straight Into
Lanstron’s eyes, “Well, 1 think we
know the point where we could draw
them in on the main line. el 7"

“Up the apron of the approach from
We yield the ad
vance redoubts on either side.”

“Meanwhile, we have massed heavily
behind the redoubt. We retake the ad
vance redoubts In a counter-attack and

" Partow brought his fist into his
palm with a smack,

“Yes, If we could do that' If we
could get them to expend their attack
thara!™ put in Lanetron very excitedly

“We must! She shall help!” Par
tow was on his feet. He had reached
across the table and seized Lanstron's
shoulders In a powerful If flesh-pad
ded grip, Then he turned Lanstron
toward the door of his bed
room and gave him a mighty slap ol
affection the brightest hope
of victory we have (8 holding the wire
Tell her that & bearded cld
behemoth, who can kneel as gracefully
as n rheumartic rhinoceros, i on both
knees al her feet, kisging her hands
and trying his beat, in the name of
mercy, to keep from breaking into
verse of his own composition,”

Back at the telephone, Lanstron, In
the fervor of the cheer and the enthw
slasm that had transported hls chied,
gave Marta Parlow’'s message.

“You, Marta, are our brightest hopa
of victory!™

T0 BE CONTINUEL,)

wround

My boyv,

Great Luck.

“Well, how did your camping trip
turn out?

‘I had great luck about that eamp
ing trip.™

“How was that

“1 got sick at
couldn't go

the last momont
Louleville

inil

Chas. E. George, Editor
and Publisher of the “Bench
and Bar Review,” 825 Per-
dido St., New Orleans, La.

Head
Catarrh
Cured by
Peruna.
Tried
Other
Remedies
Which
Failed,

Having for years been af-
flicted with Catarrh of the
Head I was finally induced
to try Peruna. It effected
a cure. Ithink Peruna the
best tonic ever put on sale,

Money you bet on the mare doesn't
always push her under the wire first,

Always prond to show white
Red Cross Ball Blue does
white. All Erocers, Adv.

clothes.
muke them

Fit Frame of Mind.

“"How did the prisoner act when yvou
acoused him of arson?

‘He ghowed flery indignation.”

its Ambitian.

“Wheat is going up.”

“Well, 1 suppose
dough.” .

DISTRESSING PIMPLES

Removed by Cuticura Soap and Oint.
ment. Trial Free.

it's after the

Smear them with the Ointment.
Wash off in five minutes with Cuti-
cura Soap and hot water and continue
bathing for some minutes, Repeat on
rising and retiring. These fragrant
supercreamy emollients do much for
the skin, and do it quickly.

Bample each free by mail with Book.
Address posteard, Cuticura, Dept. XY,
Boston, Sold everywhere.—Adv.

Limits of Literature.
"You've read "The Heavenly Twing'?"
asked the Englishiman of an Irishman.
“Yes, 1 have,"
“And “The
“Yes
“And you have read 'Looking Back-
ward'?"
“How the
usked Pat

Sorrows of Satan'?"

divil could 1 do that?”

At Last It's Reached.
Father Vaughan tells a good story
of a certain minister who was
preaching on “Perfection.” “Did you
ever know anvone to be perfect?” he
asked. “Did you ever read of any
man or woinan who was quite per-
fect?”
As he pauged apnd looked around
among his audience, a pale-faced wom-
an rose up and sald: “Yes, from all
accounts, my husband's first wife was
perfect,”
No Wonder.

“Do you think the world is getting
better, Mr. Gadson?*

“Surest thing you know!
ting better every day.”
“In spite of the war?”
"Oh, yes'"
“I'm surprised to
timistie.”

“You wouldn't be if you knew what
I knew.”

“And what is that?"

“I've already cleaned up half a mil

lion in wheat and expect to make
more."

It's get-

find you so op-

KNOW NOW

And Will Never Forget the Experience.
The coffee drinker who has suffered
and then been completely relleved by
changing from coffee to Postum knows
something valuable. There's no doubt
about it.

"I learned the truth about coffes ina
peculiar way,” says a California wom-
an. “My husband who has, for years,
been of a billous temperament decided
to leave off coffee and give Postum a
trinl, and as I did not want the trouble
of making two beverages for meals I
concluded to try Postum, too, The re-
sults hive been that while my husband
bas been greatly benefited, I have my-
self recelved even nreater benefit,
“When I began to drink Postum 1
was thin in flesh and very nervous.
Now I actually weigh 16 pounds more
than I did at that time and I am
stronger physically and in my nerves,
while hushand is free from -1 his ails.
“We have learned our little lesson
about coffee and we know something
about Postum, too, for we hove used
Postum now steadily for the le.i three
Years and we shall continue to 1o so.
“We have no more use for coffee—t
the drug drink. We prefer Postum and
health”

Name given by Postum Co., Battle
Creek, Mich, Read “The Road to Well-
ville," in pkgs,

Postum comes in two forms:
Regular Postum—must be well bolled.
16¢ and 25¢ packages,

Instant Postum—Is a soluble powder
A teaspoonful dissolves quickly in a
erp of hot water and, with eream and
sugar, makes a deliclons beverage In.
stantly. 30¢ and 60e tins,

The cost per eup of both kinds 1s
about the same.

“There's a Reason” for Postum.

-~-80ld by Grocers

-~



